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treated my friends shamefully, though every day I see more clearly that they are the principal thing, and that without them, or at least without the sense of them in the background, life would be but, as we are informed on good authority it is, a Vale of Tears. I have been rather ashamed to write for one thing, for fear of revealing my barrenness, but if one hath only a clout to his breech should he therefore hide him forever in a dog-hutch? Thus spake Zarathustra. This quarter I have been held down to business with particular attentiveness on the part of the divine chastener of my spirit: besides my theme work I have been giving a course in the seventeenth century poets, reading in them all night and writing lectures on them all day. Good fun, and I have made some rare finds — of which expect to hear more anon — but rather hard on one's tire. I hasten to assure you that I am as yet unpunctured, though much worn at the rim, and rapidly losing resiliency through leakage. I relinquish the figure with reluctance. . . .
I can't tell yet whether I shall get on to Boston before sailing. I fear not, as I can get very cheap rates east on the Baltimore and Ohio, and my steamer (Anchor Line to Naples) is apt to up and
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